178                SAINT PUDDUK
Then the monarch he cried in wrath,
" Bemove this rubbish-heap !" But the people, scared, all loudly declared,
" 'Tis a tomb where a saint doth sleep." "The man was an ass supreme,"
Said the king, as he kicked the pile, " To snuff out so near to my souvenir.
You must cart him a couple of mile."
'Tis sad when this mighty monarch
Had spoken the truth by mistake, A judgment grim should fall upon him,
And cause the earth to quake. Next morn the gilded pillar
Lay flat on the wind-swept plain, But the donkey's tomb still high did loom
O'er the ruin with proud disdain.
And the people cried, " Saint Pudduk
Has taken his vengeance quick, By smashing the tower as a token of power,
In return for the monarch's kick." And the monarch, simple man,
Was quite of their way of thinking. " Saint Pudduk, my crime forgive me this time,"
He cried, on his marrow bones sinking.
And he ordered the stones of the pillar
To be placed on the asinine grave, And a stately pile in the very best style,
With domes and arches brave,